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SERMON. 


JOHN  xvii.  20,  21. 

NEITHER  PRAY  I  FOR  THESE  ALONE  J  BUT  FOR  THEM  ALSO  WHICH  SHALL  BELIEVE 
ON  ME  THROUGH  THEIR  WORD  :  THAT  THEY  ALL  MAY  BE  ONE  ;  AS  THOU,  FATHER, 
ART  IN  ME,  AND  I  IN  THEE,  THAT  THEY  ALSO  MAY  BE  ONE  IN  US  :  THAT  THE 
WORLD  MAY  BELIEVE  THAT  THOU  HAST  SENT  ME. 

The  kingdom  of  God  on  earth ;  its  actual  condition  when 
this  prayer  was  offered ;  the  organizing  principle  and  the  far- 
reaching  design  of  it ;  such  are  the  leading  thoughts  presented 
by  this  single  petition  of  Christ.  -The  kingdom  of  God — the 
kingdom  of  the  Redeemer  on  the  earth  —  what  was  it  then 
when  this  prayer  was  offered,  one  day  before  the  crucifixion  ? 
Its  King,  a  despised  carpenter  of  Nazareth ;  its  organized  sub- 
jects, twelve  illiterate  Jewish  fishermen  and  peasants  ;  one  of 
whom  had  already  sold  the  royal  Head  of  this  magnificent 
kingdom,  and  was  at  this  moment  making  preparations  to  seize 
and  deliver  him  to  his  enemies.  The  kingdom  of  Christ — on 
the  evening  preceding  the  day  upon  which  Herod's  men  of 
war  were  to  array  its  King  in  the  purple  robes  of  a  mock 
royalty,  and  to  place  upon  his  head,  in  the  bitterest  derision, 
"the  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown"  —  what  were  its  prospects? 
How  highly,  then,  did  men  value  its  prospective  places  of 
preferment,  and  those  seats  of  dignity  and  power,  which  the 
sons  of  Salome  had  so  eagerly  coveted  ?  We  may  see  how 
highly,  from  the  fact  that  the  most  shrewd  of  its  adherents, 
the  one  man  among  their  number  who,  because  he  was  "a  man 
with  a  practical  talent  for  this  world's  business,"  had  been 
appointed   high  treasurer  of  the  kingdom,  sold  his  place,  his 


prospective  emoluments  and  his  King,  all  together,  for  sixteen 
dollars  and  some  cents,  current  money  of  the  Jews. 

One  day  more  ;  —  where  now  is  the  kingdom  of  the  Galilean? 
Yonder  stands  an  empty  cross,  hearing  on  its  head-piece  the 
title,  "Jesus  of  Nazareth,  the  King  of  the  Jews."  Where 
now  is  the  man  who,  with  a  quiet  audacity  which,  in  the 
eyes  of  worldly  prudence,  was  mere  midsummer  madness,  had 
dared  to  say,  beneath  the  very  shadow  of  the  Roman  Eagles, 
and  standing  front  to  front  with  the  Roman  Procurator, 
"  Thou  sayest  that  I  am  a  king  "  ?  Where  now  is  the  aspirant 
to  the  royal  honors  of  the  lineage  of  David  ?  A  dead  man,  he 
fills  a  felon's  grave,  in  the  garden  of  Joseph  of  Arimathea. 
The  sepulchre  has  been  closed,  and  the  signet  of  the  hierarchy 
has  been  placed  upon  it.  That  long  and  troublous  day  is 
ended.  The  sun,  which  had  emerged  for  a  little  season  from 
the  deep  blackness  of  a  mid-day  tempest,  has  gone  down  in 
blood.  The  gloom  of  its  setting  has  deepened  into  darkness. 
The  Roman  guards  gather  around  the  grave  of  the  crucified 
King,  to  watch  and  to  listen.  No  sound.  Profound  silence 
reigns  in  the  sepulchre.  The  dead  man  sleeps  soundly  and 
well.  And  his  disappointed  followers,  where  are  they  ?  Scat- 
tered, and  skulking  in  the  valleys  of  Jerusalem,  and  in  the 
lurking  places  of  Olivet. 

How  often  has  not  the  world  witnessed  this  sad  termination 
to  some  ambitious,  or  some  fanatical  dream  of  royalty.  You 
remember  a  similar  tragedy,  one  day  enacted  at  Minister,  the 
Anabaptist  Zion ;  the  seat  of  the  glorious  kingdom  of  John  of 
Leyden.  Just  as  the  hypocritical  hierarchy  of  Judaism  had 
corrupted  and  perverted  the  Scriptures  of  the  Jewish  church, 
teaching  for  doctrines  the  commandments  of  men,  so  had  the 
debased  hierarchy  of  the  Latin  church  corrupted  and  perverted 
the  divine  oracles  of  Christianity ;  proclaiming  the  dogmas  of 
indulgence  and  penance,  for  their  doctrine  of  repentance  ;  and 
preaching  faith  in  the  vicar  of  the  Son  of  God,  for  their 
doctrine  of  faith  in  the  Son  of  God  himself.  Just  as  John 
the  Baptist,  the  forerunner  of  the  Galilean,  had  blown  the 
trumpet  in  the  wilderness,  denouncing  the  mummeries  of 
Judaism,  and  summoning  men  to  repentance,  so  had  the 
monk  of  Wittemberg  denounced  the  infamous  traffic  of  Tetzel 


in  the  sins  of  men.  So  from  the  fir-clad  wilderness  of  the 
Wartburg  had  he  blown  the  trumpet  of  the  gospel,  with  a  blast 
so  loud  and  piercing,  that  all  Christendom  was  startled  from  its 
slumber  of  superstition  and  sin. 

A  few  years  of  debate  and  discussion,  of  sedition  and  insur- 
rection ;  a  few  years  of  preaching  and  of  prophecy,  proclaiming 
the  inspirations  of  Storck,  publishing  the  new  and  dazzling 
Messianic  Scripture  interpretations  of  Stubner,  and  the  Messiah 
of  the  new  and  perfect  church,  the  monarch  of  the  new  and 
universal  kingdom  of  the  Anabaptist  faith,  appears  in  the  person 
of  John  of  Leyden.  More  successful  than  the  Messiah  of  the 
New  Testament,  he  seizes  and  possesses  himself  of  the  destined 
capital  of  his  empire.  He  erects  his  throne  in  the  market- 
place of  the  city.  He  crowns  himself  with  the  golden  diadem 
of  universal  dominion.  He  issues  his  royal  edicts,  and  sends 
forth  his  eight  and  twenty  apostles,  to  proclaim  the  faith  of  the 
new  kingdom  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  But  the  day  of  doom 
comes  full  soon.  Famine  presses  upon  the  capital.  The  myr- 
midons of  the  hierarchy,  by  the  treason  of  a  follower  or  two  of 
the  new  king,  enter  the  city.  John  of  Leyden  is  a  captive  in 
the  hands  of  his  foes.  The  glowing  pincers  and  the  red  hot 
dagger  of  a  false  and  tyrannous  priesthood  do  their  work  of 
torture  and  of  death,  just  as  the  iron  spikes  of  crucifixion,  and 
the  spear  of  the  Roman  soldiery,  accomplished  their  destined 
purpose  of  destruction  upon  the  body  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 
Yonder,  hanging  against  the  tower  of  the  church  of  St.  Lam- 
bert, in  Minister,  you  may  behold  an  iron  cage,  once  the  aerial 
tomb  of  the  body  of  John  of  Leyden,  the  Messiah  of  Ana- 
baptism. 

Behold  these  two  kingdoms.  Place  them  side  by  side. 
Compare  them.  From  any  merely  human  point  of  view,  they 
appear  perfectly  analogous.  Differing  somewhat  in  details, — 
for  neither  history  nor  nature  repeats  itself  in  the  minuter 
shadings,  —  in  their  external  aspects,  they  are  essentially  alike. 
Alike,  they  were  a  protest  of  humanity  against  centuries  of 
oppression  and  wrong.  Alike,  they  were  a  protest  of  the  the- 
istic  element  of  man's  soul  against  a  corrupt  church  and  a 
perverted  religion.  Alike,  they  inscribed  the  name  of  the  God 
of  Israel  upon  their  banners.     Alike,  they  made  the  prophecies 


(J 

of    Scripture    the    watchword    of    their    arm  Alike,  they 

aspired  to  a  universal  dominion  of  the  earth.  Alike,  their 
leaders  perished  by  the  hands  of  the  ministers  of  public  justice. 
Alike,  the  adherents  of  each,  upon  the  execution  of  their  king, 
were  scattered  to  the  winds.  Wherein,  then,  consists  the 
difference?  Herein:  one  perished,  the  other  lives.  The 
death  of  its  king  was  the  death  of  the  one.  The  death  of  its 
King  was  the  birth  of  the  other.  Where,  now,  is  the  kingdom 
of  John  of  Leyden  ?  Existing  no  longer,  it  occupies  one  short, 
bloody  page  in  the  records  of  human  wretchedness.  Where, 
now,  is  th'e  kingdom  of  Christ  ?  Its  history,  for  eighteen  cen- 
turies, has  wrought  itself  into  the  history  of  all  true  civilization 
and  human  progress.  And  to-day,  enthroned  in  millions  of 
true  and  devoted  hearts,  it  is  hastening  forward  towards  the 
period  of  its  completed  triumph. 

This  is  the  external  difference.  If  we  seek  for  the  internal, 
we  may  find  it  in  the  difference  between  the  organizing  prin- 
ciples of  the  two  kingdoms.  The  one  principle  was  the  love 
of  self.  The  other  is  the  love  of  God.  It  is  sympathy  with 
God ;  sympathy  with  Christ ;  the  realization  of  that  portion  of 
this  petition  contained  in  the  words — that  they  also  may  be  one 
in  us. 

But  what  is  the  design  of  this  spiritual  organization  r  This 
brings  us  to  the  crowning  and  concluding  member  of  the  whole 
petition.  Our  Saviour  expresses  it  in  the  clause  —  that  the 
world  may  believe  that  Thou  hast  sent  me.  It  was  the  propagation 
of  faith  in  Christ.  This  is  the  point  and  burden  of  the  whole 
complex  petition.  It  expresses  the  idea,  that  the  Church  of  the 
Redeemer  is  to  be  essentially  a  missionary  organization,  having 
the  conversion  of  the  world  to  him,  as  a  spiritual  deliverer,  for 
its  controlling  object.  The  thought,  then,  which  this  burden 
of  the  text  summons  us  to  consider,  is  this  :  The  True  Mis- 
sionary Spirit  in  the  Church  is  the  Measure  of  her 
Christian  Principle.  The  missionary  spirit,  what  is  it  r 
What  was  it  in  the  heart  of  the  Founder  of  the  kingdom  of 
God  on  earth  ?  Ah,  how  difficult  is  it  for  minds  cast  in  the 
moulds  of  an  earthly  civilization,  —  for  hearts  bound  by  the 
ligatures  of  national  or  ecclesiastical  prejudice,  —  to  lift  them- 
selves  up    to  God's   view   of  human  brotherhood  !     What,  to 


a  Roman,  was  a  foreigner  ?  Does  not  our  word  hostility  bear 
witness  that  he  regarded  him  as  a  foe  ?  What,  to  a  Greek, 
was  every  human  being  except  a  Greek  ?  Does  not  our  word 
barbarian  bear  witness  that  he  regarded  him  with  contempt  ? 
What,  to  the  Jew,  was  a  Samaritan  ?  Was  he  not  an  ancestral 
and  a  perpetuated  abomination  ?  Nay,  what  to  the  haughty, 
exclusive  and  self-righteous  spirit  of  Judaism,  were  all  the 
tribes  of  men,  who  could  not  trace  their  descent  to  the  father  of 
the  faithful  ?  Search  into  the  deep  significance  of  the  word 
heathen  for  an  answer.  The  vision  of  the  son  of  Jonas  at 
Joppa ;  the  tardy  illumination  of  the  first  preachers  of  the 
gospel )  the  deep  agitation  of  the  church  of  Antioch  ;  the  warm 
debate  of  the  Council  of  Jerusalem ;  the  vacillation  of  Peter ; 
and  the  Pauline  and  Petrine  sections  of  the  apostolic  churches, 
testify  to  the  prodigious  struggle  with  which  even  inspired 
men  beat  down  the  iron  gates  of  national  and  ecclesiastical 
bigotry,  and  burst  forth  into  the  broad  field  of  humanity. 
Indeed,  nearly  twenty  years  from  the  death  of  its  Founder  must 
elapse  before  the  kingdom  of  Christ  could  challenge  for  itself  a 
name,  and  venture  to  proclaim  itself  as  any  thing  more  than  a 
developed  and  consummated  Judaism.  The  disciples  were 
called  Christians  first  at  Antioch.  This  is  the  key  to  the  solu- 
tion of  nine-tenths  of  the  bitter  persecutions  endured  by  the 
apostle  to  the  Gentiles.  In  Damascus,  in  the  Syrian  Antioch, 
before  the  commencement  of  the  organized  missionary  opera- 
tions of  the  Christian  church ;  and  later,  in  the  prosecution  of 
his  regularly  planned  missionary  tours,  in  the  Pisidian  Antioch, 
in  Iconium,  in  Lystra ;  and  when  summoned  by  the  Macedo- 
nian cry  into  Europe,  —  at  Philippi,  at  Thessalonica,  at  Berea, 
at  Athens,  at  Corinth,  everywhere,  he  was  confronted  by  the 
same  narrow  and  bitter  spirit  of  Jewish  exclusiveness ;  which 
could  not  conceive  of  a  God,  who  could  be  anything  more,  or 
other,  than  a  God  of  the  Jews,  or  of  a  religious  system  which 
could  burst  the  clamps  of  their  national  hierarchy,  and  embrace 
in  the  arms  of  its  comprehensive  mercy,  the  whole  family  of 
man. 

Nor  does  the  nineteenth  century  witness  the  extinction  of  the 
spirit  which  regards  a  foreigner  as  an  enemy.  What,  to  the 
inhabitants  of  the  Celestial  Empire,  is  a  stranger  from  the  West  ? 
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An  outside  barbarian,  an  occidental  devil.  What,  to  a  Mussul- 
man, is  a  Frank?  The  same  bigotry  which  slew  the  proto- 
martyr  of  the  Christian  church,  has  added,  since  our  last  meet- 
ing, another  witness  to  the  truth  of  Jesus,  slain  upon  apostolic 
ground,  in  the  murdered  Coffing,  the  protomartyr  of  our  Turkish 
mission.  The  characteristic  spirit  of  the  whole  world,  out  of 
Christ,  as  touching  the  relations  of  man  to  his  fellow-man,  is 
announced  by  the  Great  Teacher  in  the  words  :  "  Ye  have  heard 
that  it  hath  been  said,  Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  and  hate 
thine  enemy."  Yes,  verily,  it  hath  so  been  said.  All  the  annals 
of  the  race  proclaim  it,  as  the  spirit  of  the  world.  Philosophy 
proclaims  it  as  the  ultimate  law  of  human  relations,  which  its 
widest  inductions  have  been  able  to  reach.  The  pupil  of  the 
greatest  of  uninspired  teachers,  has  put  into  the  mouth  of  his 
ideally  perfect  sovereign,  at  the  close  of  a  dying  address  fraught 
with  the  most  magnanimous  sentiments,  these  words  :  "  Re- 
member this  my  last  utterance.  By  cherishing  your  friends, 
you  shall  be  able  to  destroy  your  enemies."  This  is  the  law  of 
the  politics  of  the  world.  It  is  the  last  utterance  of  history. 
It  is  the  concluding  dogma  of  philosophy.  Is  it  then  the  law 
of  Christianity  also  ?  Listen  again.  "  But  I  say  unto  you,  Love 
your  enemies,  bless  them  that  curse  you,  do  good  to  them  that 
hate  you,  and  pray  for  them  which  despiteful ly  use  you  and 
persecute  you :  that  ye  may  be  the  children  of  your  Father 
which  is  in  heaven  ;  for  he  maketh  his  sun  to  rise  on  the  evil 
and  on  the  good,  and  sendeth  rain  on  the  just  and  on  the 
unjust."  In  perfect  accordance  with  this  precept,  the  Saviour, 
in  the  text,  prays  for  the  world,  and  announces  the  great  design 
and  law  of  his  kingdom  to  be  the  propagation  of  faith  in  him, 
as  a  spiritual  deliverer,  to  the  whole  family  of  man.  And  not 
forgetting  this  essential  design  of  the  organization  of  his  king- 
dom, even  after  his  resurrection,  he  did  not  fail  to  remind  his 
disciples,  that  through  them,  repentance  and  remission  of  sins 
should  be  preached  among  all  nations,  beginning  at  Jerusalem. 
As  the  organizing  principle  of  the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth  is 
the  love  of  God,  inbreathed  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  so  the  charac- 
teristic expression  of  it  is  love  to  Christ  manifested  by  his 
followers. 

But  love  to  Christ  in  what  character?     Not  surely  as  a  repre- 


sentative  of  the  hierarchy  of  Judaism.  Five-and-thirty  years 
before  the  birth  of  Christ;  the  long  line  of  the  Aaronic  priest- 
hood,— which,  for  three  half-millenniums,  had  stretched  like  a 
golden  chain  through  the  centuries,  surviving  unbroken  the 
dominion  of  three  universal  monarchies, — had  been  suddenly 
and  ignominiously  ruptured  by  Herod,  in  the  murder  of  Aristo- 
buluSj  the  last  of  the  illustrious  Asmonean  "  priest-kings." 
From  that  time,  the  golden  mitre  of  Aaron  became  the  toy 
with  which  capricious  tyrants  decked  the  brows  of  ignoble 
favorites.  Christ  had  no  ambition  to  claim  it.  He  was  to  be 
a  priest  of  a  higher  order,  even  the  order  of  Melchizedek. 
Love  to  Christ  in  what  character  ?  If  not  as  a  representative 
of  the  Jewish  hierarchy,  much  less  as  a  representative  of  any  of 
the  sects  of  Judaism.  Not  as  an  adherent  of  the  wealthy  and 
aristocratic  Sadducees  :  for  in  their  character,  he  stigmatizes  the 
religion  of  reason  as  infidelity.  Not  as  a  Pharisee  ;  for  in  their 
character,  he  denounces  the  religion  of  form  as  hypocrisy.  Not 
even  as  an  Essene,  though  some  have  imagined  he  was  one; 
for  he  repudiates  even  the  religion  of  mysticism  and  asceticism, 
in  that  remarkable  passage  in  which  he  contrasts  his  habits  of 
life  with  those  of  his  baptist  herald,  and  represents  his  enemies 
as  charging  him  with  gluttony  and  wine-bibbing.  Love  to 
Christ  in  what  character  ?  Not  as  a  representative  of  the  civil 
polity  of  his  nation.  Though  a  lineal  descendant  of  the  poet- 
king  and  warrior,  the  throne  of  David  had  been  hopelessly 
overthrown,  and  he  did  not  propose  to  rebuild  it.  My. king- 
dom, says  he,  is  not  of  this  world.  Not  as  a  Syrian  ;  for  though 
his  personal  ministrations  were  confined  to  the  hills  and  valleys 
of  Palestine,  he  warned  his  followers  of  the  coming  desolation 
of  his  country,  and  bade  them  to  flee.  Not  even  as  an  Asiatic  ; 
for  though,  save  in  infancy,  he  had  never  transcended  the  limits 
of  the  continent  which  gave  him  birth,  yet  he  strictly  charged 
his  disciples  to  go  into  all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature.  Love  to  Christ,  then,  in  what  character  ?  Can 
we  hesitate  for  an  answer  ?  Love  to  Christ  as  Man  ;  as  the  rep- 
resentative of  a  race  redeemed  and  purchased  by  his  blood ;  as 
the  representative  of  that  eternal  and  all-comprehending  Mercy, 
which,  through  the  agency  of  his  followers,  is  to  fall,  like  the 
rain  and  the  sun-light,  upon  the  pathway  of  universal  man, 
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This,  as  touching  the  relation  of  man  to  his  fellow-man,  is 
the  distinctive  and  characteristic  feature  of  the  kingdom  of  God 
on  earth.  In  one  word,  this  is  Christianity.  "Inasmuch  at 
have  done  it  unto  the  least  of  these  my  brethren,  ye  have  done 
it  unto  me."  There  may  be  much  in  other  organizations, 
other  systems,  other  sovereignties,  which  Christianity  approves. 
There  may  be  many  precepts  and  maxims  of  human  morality 
and  human  prudence,  which  it  envelopes  and  sanctions.  But 
in  this  one  thing  it  is  peculiar.  In  this  one  thing  it  stands 
forth,  transcendent,  glorious,  alone.     It  is  the  love  of  God 

MANIFESTED    IN    LOVE    TO    UNIVERSAL    MAN. 

But  manifested,  let  us  ask  further,  in  what  form  ?  The 
kingdom  of  God  is  spiritual  and  moral.  Its  appropriate  and 
characteristic  action  is  therefore  spiritual  and  moral.  It  is  action 
which  aims  to  deliver  mankind  from  the  power  of  sin,  by 
propagating,  everywhere,  faith  in  Christ  as  a  spiritual  deliverer 
from  sin.  The  spirit  which  prompts  the  church  to  this  action, 
we  call  the  Missionary  Spirit.  It  would  be  easy  to  cite  a 
thousand  crucial  instances  to  prove  that  where  this  spirit  burns, 
the  church  lives  and  flourishes  :  that  where  this  spirit  flags,  the 
church  wanes  and  dies.  As  touching  human  relations  then,  it 
follows  that  the  missionary  spirit  constitutes  Christianity.  It 
is  the  very  core  and  essence  of  it.  It  is  that  which  being 
given,  Christianity  is  given,  and  which  being  taken  away, 
Christianity  is  taken  away.  It  is  that  without  which  Christian- 
ity cannot  exist,  or  be  conceived.  And  conversely,  it  is  that 
which,  without  Christianity,  could  never  have  existed,  and 
would  never  have  been  conceived  by  man. 

If  these  views,  touching  the  characteristic  essence  of  Chris- 
tianity itself,  are  correct,  it  is  impossible  to  avoid  the  conclusion, 
that  the  true  missionary  spirit  in  the  church  is  the  measure  of 
her  Christian  principle ;  the  test  and  thermometer  of  her  piety. 
But  this  will,  perhaps,  be  made  more  distinct,  impressive  and 
practical,  by  following  it  a  little  into  detail,  and  noting  the 
application  of  it  to  one  or  two  of  the  great  working  forces 
of  Christianity. 

Let  us  not  fail  then  to  observe,  in  the  first  place,  that  the 
true  missionary  spirit  in  the  church  is  the  real  measure  of  her 
Christian  love.     "  For  the  love  of  Christ,"  says  the  apostle  to 
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those  at  Corinth,  who  had  just  been  reclaimed  from  the  idola- 
tries of  Greece,  "  constraineth  us  ;  because  we  thus  judge,  that 
if  one  died  for  all,  then  were  all  dead :  and  that  he  died  for  all, 
that  they  which  live  should  not  henceforth  live  unto  themselves, 
but  unto  him  which  died  for  them  and  rose  again."  In  this 
passage  the  apostle  signalizes  Christian  love  by  its  fruits.  It 
constrains  men.  It  carries  them  captive  to  its  own  great 
design  and  purpose.  What  is  that  purpose  ?  It  is  to  accom- 
plish the  end  of  that  death  which  he  died  for  all.  In  the 
prosecution  of  this  purpose,  it  recreates  and  subordinates  to 
itself  all  the  natural  and  lower  loves  of  the  soul.  Henceforth, 
says  the  apostle,  know  we  no  man  after  the  flesh.  If  any  man 
be  in  Christ,  he  is  a  new  creature  ;  old  things  are  passed  away, 
behold  all  things  are  become  new.  Christianity  reclassifies  the 
race. 

It  puts  itself  in  contrast  with  the  love  of  kindred.  Ah  !  my 
friends,  how  pure,  and  beautiful,  and  ineradicable,  is  that  holy 
principle  of  our  nature  which  binds  in  the  bonds  of  a  life-long 
sympathy  and  affection,  the  members  of  the  same  family. 
Well  has  the  ideal  king-philosopher  been  made  to  exclaim  : 
"  But  those  who  are  sprung  from  the  same  stock  ;  who  have 
drawn  their  nourishment  from  the  same  maternal  fountain ; 
who  have  waxed  to  maturity  under  the  same  roof-tree  ;  who 
have  addressed  the  same  person  by  the  tender  name  of  mother  ; 
who  have  given  to  the  same  man  the  venerable  title  of  father : 
how  is  it  possible  that  their  souls  should  not  be  knit  together  by 
the  most  indissoluble  ties  ?  "  O  how  strongly  do  the  living 
waters  of  family  affection,  —  the  love  of  father,  of  mother,  of 
brother,  of  sister,  —  gush  from  the  hidden  fountains  of  the  soul. 
Rising  and  swelling  far  beyond  the  objects  which  evoked 
them,  they  pour  themselves  forth  over  all  inanimate  nature, 
and  bathe,  with  their  sad  and  sacred  memories,  all  the  objects 
which  surrounded  us  in  the  sweet  morning  of  our  life.  With 
what  a  gush  of  hallowed  feeling,  do  we  revisit  the  home  of 
our  childhood !  Long  years  have  passed  since  we  bade  it 
adieu,  to  plunge  into  the  toil  and  tumult  of  the  world.  As  we 
approach  that  ancestral  dwelling,  stranger  eyes  gaze  curiously 
or  coldly  upon  us  ;  stranger  figures  are  wandering  under  the 
shadows   of   those  ancient   elms ;    stranger    hands    are  reaping 
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the  paternal  fields  ;  stranger  children  are  shouting  upon  the 
hill-side,  scaling  the  cliffs,  and  poising  themselves  upon  the 
tree-tops,  to  gather  in  their  autumnal  bounties.  What  is  there 
here  which  the  weary  pilgrim  of  life,  returning  after  long  years 
of  absence,  and  almost  of  oblivion,  can  find  as  food  for  the 
heart  ?  Ask,  rather,  what  there  is,  save  only  these  strange 
human  figures,  which  does  not  yield  it  ?  Yonder  are  the  same 
hoary-headed  mountains,  cutting  their  outline  upon  the  sky. 
Unchanged  and  unchangeable,  solemn  and  silent,  do  they  not, 
nevertheless,  find  a  voice  to  describe,  most  truthfully,  the  very 
features,  and  to  rehearse  to  us,  most  distinctly,  the  very  words 
of  every  member  of  that  happy  and  yet  unbroken  family 
group,  which  was  once  gathered  on  their  topmost  j  eak3  to  gaze 
at  the  glorious  panorama  outspread  at  their  feet  ?  Yonder  is 
the  same  little  bay  in  which  our  brother's  boat  was  moored  : 
and  there  is  the  same  silver  lake  over  whose  crisp  waves  it  shot 
under  the  vigorous  oar-strokes  of  his  youthful  arm.  Alas,  that 
sinewy  arm  has  long  been  nerveless.  Yonder  are  the  same 
clouds,  piled  in  tumultuous  and  snowy  grandeur  up  to  heaven. 
There  is  the  same  westering  sun,  pouring  a  purple  and  misty 
light  into  the  far-retreating  valleys,  and  slowly  turning  cloud 
and  mountain  top  into  crimson.  The  very  dream-land,  this,  of 
that  youthful  sister,  who  once,  gazing  in  rapture  at  the  sight, 
peopled  the  scene  with  angels,  and  with  the  glorified  spirits  of 
the  departed.  Here  she  sung  in  our  ears  the  sweet  minstrelsy 
of  Zion  ;  and,  alas,  here,  caught  away  from  our  sight  by  the 
angel  of  death,  her  spirit  feet  mounted  upward  along  those 
very  bars  of  glory,  "  singing  all  the  way  to  heaven."  Yonder 
is  the  very  window,  from  which  our  glorified  mother  once 
called  after  us,  in  accents  which  none  but  a  mother's  voice  can 
frame.  There  is  the  open  door- way  in  which  we  last  beheld 
the  form  of  our  sainted  father,  and  where  he  solemnly  pro- 
nounced upon  us  the  "God  bless  you"  of  his  final  adieu. 
Such  is  the  imperishable  power  of  the  family  affections.  Does 
Christianity  condemn  them  ?  No.  The  family  is  Ged:s  institu- 
tion. It  is  the  great  arsenal  of  the  Christian  church,  in  which 
she  stores  her  arms,  and  gathers  the  trophies  of  her  triumphs. 
The  love  of  family  ;  yea,  if  you  please,  the  pride  of  family,  is 
one  of  the  strongest  principles  of  our  nature.     How  powerfully 
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are  we  prompted  to  trace  back  our  lineage  to  the  Pilgrims,  to 
the  Huguenots,  to  the  Normans.  This  tendency  is  perfectly 
natural  and  perfectly  legitimate.  And  if,  as  has  been  asserted, 
there  is  anything  in  the  movements  of  American  life  hostile  to 
the  sentiment,  it  should  be  corrected.  So  true,  so  even  axiom- 
atic is  the  assertion  of  Burke :  "  People  will  not  look  forward 
to  posterity,  who  never  look  back  to  their  ancestors."  We 
have  indeed  no  family  escutcheons,  emblazoned  with  shields, 
and  banners,  and  heraldic  devices ;  but  we  have  a  more 
glorious  heraldry.  We  have  our  "  big  ha'  Bibles,"  bearing  a 
family  record,  which  traces  our  lineage  to  men  who  walked 
with  God  ;  to  men  who  braved  the  terrors  of  the  ocean  and 
the  winter  wilderness,  that  they  might  find  '  freedom  to 
worship  Him.'  God  forbid  that  we  should  blot  or  neglect 
these  sacred  records.  Such  is  the  family.  So  deep,  so  en- 
during and  sacred  is  the  love  of  kindred.  Christianity  recog- 
nizes it.  Christianity  sanctions  it.  Christianity  commends  and 
commands  it.  But  it  is  not  Christianity.  Christianity  even 
puts  itself  in  contrast  with  the  sentiment.  "  I  am  come  to  set 
a  man  at  variance  against  his  father,  and  the  daughter  against 
her  mother,  and  the  daughter-in-law  against  her  mother-in-law ; 
and  a  man's  foes  shall  be  they  of  his  own  household."  "  He 
that  loveth  father  or  mother  more  than  me,  is  not  worthy  of 
me  ;  and  he  that  loveth  son  or  daughter  more  than  me,  is  not 
worthy  of  me."  "  Whosoever  shall  do  the  will  of  my  Father, 
which  is  in  heaven,  the  same  is  my  brother  and  sister  and 
mother."  Christianity  may  interpenetrate  and  sanctify  family 
affection  ;  but  that  principle  itself  must  be  sought  in  a  higher, 
wider,  more  sacred  sphere  of  love. 

Let  us  again  note  the  fact  that  Christianity  puts  itself  in 
contrast  with  the  love  of  country.  What  then  is  a  country  ? 
Considered  in  its  spiritual  and  moral  essence,  is  it  anything 
more  or  less  than  an  intertexture  of  families,  claiming  a 
common  ancestry,  inhabiting  a  common  territory,  submitting 
to  a  common  government,  inheriting  a  common  fame  ;  a 
complex  political  unity,  accumulating  a  common  estate, 
looking  backward  along  the  same  vista  of  history,  and  forward 
to  a  national  life,  for  which  it  fondly  anticipates  an  earthly 
immortality  ?     Whatever   advantages   are   thus    obtained   by   a 
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state  "  are  locked  fast,"  says  a  great  statesman,  "  as  in  a  family 
settlement  ;  grasped,  as  in  a  kind  of  mortmain,  forever/'  And 
again:    "It  carries  an  imposing  and  majestie  aspect.     It  has 

a  pedigree,  and  illustrating  ancestors.  It  has  its  bearings  and 
its  ensigns  armorial.  It  has  its  gallery  of  portraits,  its  monu- 
mental inscriptions,  its  records,  evidences  and  titles.  Wo 
procure  reverence  to  our  civil  institutions  on  the  same  principle 
upon  which  nature  teaches  us  to  revere  individual  men  ;  on 
account  of  their  age,  and  on  account  of  those  from  whom 
they  are  descended."  It  is  thus  that  the  sentiment  of  loyalty, 
inbreathed  at  the  first  pulsations  of  national  life,  grows  with 
the  growth  of  a  country,  and  strengthens  with  its  strength. 
Gathering  itself  around  the  centre,  which  represents  the 
national  dignity,  glory  and  power,  it  burns  there  forever,  with 
an  intense,  with  an  almost  religious  fervor. 

In  the  quiet  ongoings  of  civic  life,  indeed,  we  may  be  almost 
unconscious  of  the  presence,  much  more  of  the  power  of  the 
principle.  When  the  national  sky  is  clear,  and  the  sun  of  peace 
and  prosperity  is  pouring  its  blessings  over  the  land,  you  might 
almost  imagine  the  sentiment  extinct.  Noiseless  as  the  sun- 
light, it  bathes  the  hills  with  beauty  and  clothes  the  valleys 
with  verdure.  We  look  at  the  opening  leaves,  and  the  burst- 
ing blossoms,  and  the  waving  fruits  of  the  national  life,  and 
at  these  alone.  The  national  heart  beats  so  regularly  and  so 
silently,  that  we  cannot  even  feel  its  pulsations.  Engrossed 
in  our  several  individual  industries  and  occupations,  we  sow 
and  reap,  we  plant  and  gather,  we  spin  and  weave,  we  build 
and  travel,  we  "  buy  and  sell  and  get  gain,"  we  preach  the 
gospel  and  pray  for  our  enemies,  and  almost  forget  that  we 
have  a  country  or  a  national  life.  But  through  all  this,  and 
underlying  all  this,  the  electric  currents  of  that  life  are  stream- 
ing all  over  the  land ;  penetrating  its  most  hidden  valleys,  and 
climbing  the  summits  of  its  highest  mountains.  The  senti- 
ment of  loyalty  is  nursing  itself  everywhere.  In  the  halls  of 
the  great  and  the  wealthy,  taking  on  the  likeness  of  a  magnifi- 
cent ostentation,  it  is  emblazoning  their  niches  and  their  walls 
with  the  sculptured  and  pictorial  monuments  of  the  country's 
glory.  In  the  humble  dwellings  of  its  artisans,  yTou  may  see 
the  tokens  of  its  existence  in  the  rude  similitudes  of  its  heroes 
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and  its  statesmen.  In  the  secluded  farm-houses,  scattered  over 
its  thousand  hills  and  nestling  in  its  thousand  quiet  and  peace- 
ful retreats,  you  may  see  the  aged  grandsire,  in  the  chimney- 
corner,  describing  to  little  but  to  listening  auditors,  the  memories 
of  the  fearful  struggle  with  which  the  national  life  was  won ; 
rehearsing,  it  may  be,  the  incidents  of  his  interview  with  the 
great  Father  of  his  country.  The  eager  ears  of  the  little  ones 
drink  in  a  kindred  enthusiasm,  as  the  scarred  and  veteran 
soldier,  living  and  breathing  only  in  the  memories  of  the  past, 
takes  down  the  broken  fire-lock,  unsheathes  the  rusty  sword, 
which  did  good  service  to  the  country  at  Lexington  and  Con- 
cord, at  Saratoga  and  Yorktown.  Unwearied  by  the  garrulous- 
ness  of  age,  they  listen  patiently  and  well,  while 

"  Thrice  he  fights  his  battles  o'er, 
And  thrice  he  slays  the  slain." 

Thus  silently  and  imperceptibly,  the  sentiment  of  loyalty, 
under  the  guise  of  individual  pride,  or  ostentation,  or  vanity,  or 
heroism,  propagates  itself  everywhere  ;  intertwines  itself  in  all 
the  fibres  of  the  national  heart ;  enshrines  itself  in  the  family 
affections,  in  the  memories  of  childhood,  and  in  the  unconscious 
bosom  of  the  individual  man. 

At  length  a  change  comes  over  this  scene  of  quiet  beauty. 
The  channels  of  the  national  life  are  obstructed.  "  The 
waters  are  out,"  and  the  great  highways  of  business  and  of 
pleasure  are  broken  up.  Avarice  and  corruption  are  plundering 
the  treasures  of  the  nation.  The  harpies  of  perjury  are  strip- 
ping her  of  her  means  of  defense.  Pirates  are  lurking  upon 
her  sea-board.  The  myrmidons  of  treason,  nursed  to  crime 
and  tyranny  in  the  lap  of  a  false,  luxurious  and  perverted 
family  life,  are  striking  down  the  emblem  of  the  national  exist- 
ence, and  tearing  it  to  shreds.  An  institution  abhorred  of  God, 
and  condemned  by  every  principle  of  Christian  civilization,  has 
for  centuries  been  educating  a  generation  of  domestic  despots, 
and  is  now  handing  over  to  the  republic  a  brood  of  self-willed 
and  infuriated  political  despots,  who  are  determined  to  rule  or  to 
ruin  ;  to  nationalize  their  domestic  crime,  or  to  dash  the  country 
in  pieces  ;  to  make  her  the  prey  of  corsairs,  —  "  the  very  booty 
of  the   Mysians."     Where   now   is   the   sentiment  of  loyalty. 
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which  a  moment  ago  was  sleeping  so  profoundly  that  you  could 
not  even  hear  it  breathe  ?  Listen  to  the  clangor  of  arms,  and 
to  the  rush  of  mustering  squadrons.  Listen  ?  Nay,  you 
do  not  need  to  listen.  You  can  hear  the  voice  of  that  senti- 
ment, uttering  itself  everywhere  around  you,  in  political  whirl- 
wind and  tempest,  in  the  tramp  of  armies,  and  in  the  roar  of 
cannon.  A  moment  ago,  the  sides  of  JEtna  were  smiling  in 
the  bloom  and  verdure  of  a  perennial  spring.  Enceladus  was 
sleeping,  not  dead.  The  mythic  giant  of  the  mountain  is 
rousing  himself  to  action.  The  nurse  of  vineyards  and  of 
olive-yards  is  suddenly  converted  into  a  quaking  volcano, 
whose  fiery  crest  is  belching  flames,  and  pouring  forth  its  deso- 
lating torrents  of  devouring  death.  Such,  and  so  powerful,  is 
the  sentiment  of  loyalty.  Does  Christianity  condemn  it  ? 
Look  at  our  Christian  pulpits.  Two  years  ago,  they  were 
beaming  with  the  mild  glories  of  the  Shechinah.  Spanned 
by  the  glittering  bow  of  gospel  promise,  and  glowing  with  the 
soft  radiance  of  the  mercy-seat,  they  were  preaching  peace  on 
earth  and  good-will  to  men.  Lost  in  an  enthusiastic  admira- 
tion of  the  infinite  mercy  of  the  Crucified,  they  had  almost 
forgotten  that  God  is  a  governor,  and  that  God  is  just.  What 
is  their  aspect  to-day  ?  They  are  girt  with  the  fiery  terrors  of 
Sinai.  They  are  uttering  the  voices  of  the  imprecatory  Psalms. 
They  are  inquiring  into  the  meaning  of  that  wonderful  Messi- 
anic lyric  :  "  Ask  of  me,  and  I  shall  give  thee  the  heathen  for 
thine  inheritance,  and  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  for  thy 
possession.  Thou  shalt  break  them  with  a  rod  of  iron  :  Thou 
shalt  dash  them  in  pieces  like  a  potter's  vessel.  Kiss  the  Son, 
lest  he  be  angry,  and  ye  perish  from  the  way,  when  his  wrath 
is  kindled  but  a  little."  They  are  giving  voice  to  those  solemn 
declarations  of  the  Christian  oracles  :  "  Let  every  soul  be  subject 
unto  the  higher  powers.  Whosoever  therefore  resisteth  the 
power,  resisteth  the  ordinance  of  God.  For  he  is  the  minister 
of  God,  a  revenger  to  execute  wrath  upon  him  that  doeth 
evil." 

Such  then,  so  powerful  and  so  sacred,  is  the  love  of  country. 
Christianity  sanctions  it.  In  all  the  legitimate  fields  of  its 
action,  Christianity  inspires  it,  and  may  breathe  through  it  its 
own  spirit.     But,  nevertheless,  it  is  not  Christianity. 
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Christianity  ever  puts  itself  in  contrast  with  the  love  of 
country.  My  kingdom,  says  Christ,  is  not  of  this  world.  It  is 
said  of  the  great  Founder  of  the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth  : 
"  He  came  unto  his  own,  and  his  own  received  him  not.  But  to 
as  many  as  received  him,  to  them  gave  he  power  to  become 
the  sons  of  God,  even  to  them  that  believe  on  his  name  ;  which 
were  born  not  of  blood,  nor  of  the  will  of  the  flesh,  nor  of  the 
will  of  man,  but  of  God."  Loving  his  earthly  country  with  a 
deep  and  tender  affection,  he  commanded  the  gospel  of  the 
kingdom  to  be  preached,  first  of  all,  to  the  lost  sheep  of  the 
house  of  Israel ;  yet  must  we  not  forget  that,  witnesssing  and 
foreseeing  her  contumacious  and  persistent  rejection  of  the  only 
power  which  could  have  delivered  her  from  her  oppressors, 
which  could  have  purified  and  perpetuated  her  national  life,  it 
was  Christ  himself,  who  pronounced  her  sentence  of  destruction, 
in  the  memorable  woe  which  reiterated  and  emphasized  the 
words  of  her  greatest  prophet :  "  The  nation  and  kingdom 
that  will  not  serve  thee  shall  perish ;  yea,  those  nations  shall 
be  utterly  wasted." 

Let  our  own  nation,  let  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  hear  and 
give  heed  to  the  sentence  of  the  King  of  Zion,  pronounced 
upon  the  land  of  his  nativity :  "  O  Jerusalem,  Jerusalem,  thou 
that  killest  the  prophets,  and  stonest  them  which  are  sent  unto 
thee,  how  often  would  I  have  gathered  thy  children  together,  as 
a  hen  gathereth  her  chickens  under  her  wings,  and  ye  would  not. 
Behold,  your  house  is  left  unto  you  desolate."  And  before 
his  ascension  to  heaven,  expressly  distinguishing  the  love  of 
his  kingdom  from  the  love  of  country,  by  putting  his  last 
commission  to  his  disciples  in  contrast  with  the  first,  he 
announces  the  final  law  of  the  expression  of  pure  Christianity 
in  the  words :  "  Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and  preach  the  gospel 
to  every  creature." 

Such  then,  in  so  far  as  the  principle  of  love  is  concerned, 
is  the  spirit  of  Christ's  kingdom.  Enveloping  the  loves  of 
earth,  it  limits,  controls,  purifies  and  blesses  them.  It  mingles 
itself  with  their  currents,  precipitates  their  impurities,  and 
receives  them  into  its  own  broad  bosom  of  divine  and  universal 
mercy.  In  the  absence  of  this  overlying  principle,  how  speed- 
ily do  these  earthly  loves  corrupt  themselves.     How  speedily 
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does  the  family  constitution  convert  itself  into  a  school  of  vice  ; 
into  a  propaganda  of  lust  and  luxury,  of  avarice  and  impiety. 
Lacking  this  overruling  principle,  how  easily  does  the  love  of 
country  nurse  in  the  bosom  of  the  state  the  sins  which  will 
assuredly  destroy  it, —  ambition,  vain-glory,  the  lust  of  place, 
winking  at  the  sins  of  oppression,  political  corruption,  party 
chicanery,  diplomatic  double-dealing,  legislative  and  executive 
fraud,  violence,  favoritism,  impiety  and  injustice ;  dreaming 
that  might  makes  right,  and  that  a  gross  physical  prosperity  is 
the  certain  index  of  a  vigorous  national  life.  Lacking  this 
overruling  principle,  however  ardent  the  mere  love  of  country 
in  a  people  may  be,  a  perpetuated  free  state  is  an  impossibility. 
It  will  dissolve  into  a  universal  anarchy,  or  pass  over  into  a 
despotism,  held  together  only  by  the  leviathan  of  force.  And 
were  it  possible  that  these  loves  could  remain  incorrupt,  and 
fulfill  always  and  only  their  legitimate  functions,  with  or 
without  the  spirit  of  the  gospel,  they  would  still  be  no  measure 
of  Christian  principle.  They  are  of  the  earth,  earthly.  They 
belong  to  narrow,  ephemeral  and  local  organisms.  Fixed  to 
one  spot,  they  will  "vegetate  and  die."  The  pulsations  of 
the  little  loves  which  sustained  them  will  then  have  fulfilled 
their  office,  and  will  cease  to  beat.  How  essentially  different, 
how  radically  distinct  from  these,  are  those  ever-living  currents 
of  divine  mercy,  which  girdle  the  earth  and  belt  the  heavens. 
God  so  loved  the  world  as  to  give  his  only  begotten  Son  to  die, 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life.  God  is  in  Christ  reconciling  the  world  to  him- 
self. He  is  long-suffering  to  usward  ;  not  willing  that  any 
should  perish,  but  that  all  should  come  to  repentance.  God 
hath  given  us  the  revelation  of  his  will,  exhibiting  not  only  the 
principles  of  this  divine  scheme  of  redemptive  and  mediatorial 
mercy,  but  also  the  conditions  of  salvation,  the  only  way  of 
life  eternal,  through  repentance  for  sin  and  faith  in  the  name  of 
the  great  Atoner  of  sin.  In  it  he  has  ordained  the  whole,  array 
of  the  means  of  grace :  the  institution  of  the  holy  Sabbath, 
the  worship  of  his  house,  and  the  proclamation  of  the  terms  of 
moral  cure,  restoration  and  salvation  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 

Indeed,  may  we  not  even  venture  to  affirm,  that  it  was  the 
possibility  of  this  system  of  moral  restoration  which  rendered 
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it  possible  to  perpetuate  a  sinful  race  ;  which  prompted  a  divine 
Creator  to  impregnate  nature  herself  with  her  physical  restora- 
tives, with  her  anodynes,  her  antiseptics,  her  entire  system  of 
recuperative  and  healing  virtues  ?  Yes ;  this  is  the  real  force 
which  pervades  all  nature,  and  arms  her  for  resistance  to  the 
forces  of  death  with  which  she  was  smitten  by  the  fall.  Yes  ; 
hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men,  this  is  nevertheless  the  true  vis 
medicatrix  of  the  world.  This  is  the  divine  power  which 
overlies  the  sins  and  the  sorrows  of  the  family.  This  is  the 
divine  power  which  hovers  over  the  iniquities  and  the  convul- 
sions of  nations,  making  the  wrath  of  man  to  praise  God,  and 
the  remainder  thereof  rebuking  and  restraining.  This  is  the 
power  which,  enveloping  and  streaming  through  all  human 
history,  is  lifting  up  the  entire  race  into  the  similitude  of  God, 
and  preparing  the  way  for  the  coming  of  the  universal  king- 
dom of  Christ.  This,  and  this  only,  is  Christianity.  He  who 
sympathizes  with  this  spirit,  he  who  partakes  of  it,  is  a  Chris- 
tian. This,  and  this  only,  is  the  true  missionary  spirit ;  and 
the  measure  of  it  in  the  church  is,  and  cannot  but  be,  the 
measure  of  her  Christian  love. 

May  we  not  profitably  spend  a  few  minutes  more  in  noticing, 
in  the  second  place,  the  bearings  of  the  subject  upon  the  prin- 
ciple of  Christian  liberality,  which  is  one  of  the  great  working 
forces  of  the  church  ? 

On  this  point  let  us  venture,  and  attempt  to  justify  the  asser- 
tion, that  the  true  missionary  spirit  is  the  real  and  the  only 
measure  of  it.  What  then  is  Christian  liberality  ?  Is  it  simply 
the  spirit  which  rises  superior  to  the  love  of  money,  and  which 
prompts  its  possessor  easily  and  freely  to  give  ?  Is  it  one  and 
identical  with  that  spirit  which  all  the  world  admires,  and 
which  all  literature  glorifies?  It  has  been  declared,  in  terms 
most  forcible  and  most  eloquent,  by  a  distinguished  preacher  of 
our  own  country,  that  the  love  of  money  is  the  ruling  spirit  of 
our  age.  "  Ours,"  says  he,  "  is  the  age  of  wealth.  The  world 
has  had  its  age  of  war ;  its  age  of  art ;  its  age  of  chivalry  ;  its 
age  when  political  economy  was  the  controlling  idea  ;  but  ours 
is  the  age  of  commerce,  and  money  is  the  world's  power  to-day. 
It  rules  the  state,  and  settles  political  questions.  It  is  stronger 
than  religion  ;    stronger  than  any  principle  of  morality  or  of 
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political  economy  ;  stronger  than  all  combined.  For  money, 
the  world's  spirit  would  adopt  any  government,  or  any  religion. 
If  the  Pope  of  Rome  could  convince  the  world  that  his  is  a 
money-making  religion,  he  could  send  his  golden  bulls  from 
pole  to  pole,  and  there  is  not  a  native  who  would  not  carry 
them.  If  the  Czar  of  Russia  could  convince  the  world  that 
Czarism  is  the  government  most  profitable,  Ozarism  would  be 
the  world's  government,  and  there  is  no  power  on  earth  which 
could  prevent  it.  For  money,  the  world's  spirit  would  crucify 
Christ,  in  whatsoever  form  he  might  appear.  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  meeting  this  desire  for  money  in  a  successful  conflict." 
I  do  not  quote  these  words  to  criticise  them,  much  less  to  con- 
demn them.  It  would  be  unfair  to  measure  the  flights  of 
rhetoric  by  the  canons  of  logic,  or  the  outbursts  of  poetry  and 
passion  by  the  laws  of  algebra.  Money  is  the  world's  power 
to-day.  And  the  love  of  it  is  an  ineradicable  principle  of  the 
human  soul.  In  this  sense  it  is  true,  that  it  is  stronger  even 
than  religion  ;  that,  religion  does  not  aim  to  destroy  it,  and  could 
not  destroy  it,  without  destroying  the  soul  itself.  In  this  sense, 
and  in  this  only.  The  possessory  principle  is  part  and  parcel 
of  the  spiritual  being  which  God  has  given  us :  and  by  no 
proper  and  natural  development  of  its  powers  can  it  ever  be 
obliterated.  But  if  the  question  respects  its  relative  strength,  as 
compared  with  other  principles  of  our  spiritual  essence,  then  the 
history  of  the  world  will  prove  that  it  never  has  been  true,  and 
is  not  true  to-day.  that  there  are  no  powers  of  human  nature 
which  can  subordinate  and  even  subdue  it.  Pass  by  the  per- 
verted passions  of  the  soul,  which  even  the  world's  virtue 
stigmatizes  as  vicious.  Pass  by  those  monstrous  and  terrific 
appetites,  under  whose  all-conquering  tyranny  the  love  of  money 
is  nothing,  and  money  itself  is  nothing  but  the  minister  of  lust. 
The  world  itself  brands  them  with  the  signature  of  vice.  Let 
us  thank  God  that  there  exists,  even  in  the  unrenewed  human 
soul,  a  natural  virtue,  which  all  nations  have  lauded,  and  whose 
high  praises  all  literature  has  delighted  to  picture  and  to  sing. 
It  is  the  virtue  of  Liberality.  It  is  the  principle  which  prompts 
men  easily  and  freely  to  give  for  the  benefit  of  others.  Smitten 
and  withered  by  the  paralysis  of  selfishness  and  sin,  it  has 
indeed  too  often  died   out    of    the   hearts   of  men.      Yet  all 
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countries  and  all  ages  have  witnessed  the  exhibitions  of  it. 
Who  has  not  caught  a  spark  of  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Attic 
Bee,  when  poring  over  that  "pictured  page,"  in  which  he 
paints  the  beneficence,  at  once  magnificent  and  minute,  of  the 
younger  son  of  Darius  and  Pary satis  ?  Whose  heart  has  not 
responded  to  the  fervid  strains  in  which  the  Bard  of  Venusia 
celebrates  the  character  and  bewails  the  imperiled  life  of  the 
open-hearted  and  open-handed  Maecenas  ?  Who  has  not  said 
Amen,  to  the  withering  sarcasm  and  scorn  with  which  he  brands 
and  lashes  the  vice  of  avarice  ?  Who  has  not  felt  his  soul 
filled  to  overflowing  with  that  contagious  contempt  of  a  covet- 
ous and  grasping  spirit,  which  the  lyrist  of  Southampton,  not 
in  the  name  of  religion  merely,  but  in  the  name  of  human 
nature,  has  breathed  into  his  hymn  on  almsgiving  ? 

"  That  man  may  last,  but  never  lives, 
Who  much  receives,  but  nothing  gives ; 
Whom  none  can  love,  whom  none  can  thank ; 
Creation's  blot,  creation's  blank." 

Bad  as  the  world  is,  you  may  yet  find  this  natural  virtue 
existing  in  every  quarter  of  the  globe,  and  exhibiting  itself 
under  every  form  of  religious  faith.  In  heathen  lands,  taking 
on  the  form  of  a  superstitious  piety,  it  has  reared  stupendous 
temples  and  dedicated  them  to  the  worship  of  idols.  In  Chris- 
tian lands,  you  may  find  it  everywhere,  assuming  the  appear- 
ance of  all  the  lower  loves  of  the  human  soul.  You  will  find 
it  all  over  our  own  country,  exhibiting  itself  in  the  form  of 
family  affection.  Behold  yonder  castellated  mansion  of  the 
retired  merchant.  Its  close,  "  smooth  shaven  "  lawn,  is  deco- 
rated with  fountains  and  with  costly  statuary.  Its  walls  are 
hung  with  regal  tapestries,  and  glow  with  the  "  speaking  ani- 
mations "  of  the  Italian  pencil.  Its  mantles  are  decked  with 
mirrors  and  ormolus.  Its  sideboards  groan  with  plate,  and  with 
the  splendid  porcelains  of  Sevres  and  of  Meissen.  Every  thing 
speaks  of  princely  wealth  and  princely  profusion.  Its  proprietor 
is  a  man  of  benevolence  ;  nay  more,  he  is  a  Christian.  He  has 
not  built  this  earthly  paradise  for  himself  alone.  No,  indeed. 
He  expects  to  die.  He  has  reared  it  as  a  monument  of  his 
family  love  ;    as   an   expression   of  all   the  sweet    and   tender 
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affections,  of  all  the  cultured  aud  beautiful  tastes  by  which  his 
home  on  earth  may  be  made  to  prophesy  and  foretoken  his 
home  in  heaven.  He  has  built  and  beautified  it  for  the  grati- 
fication of  family  and  kindred;  and  he  hopes  and  expects  to 
bequeath  it  to  his  children.  What  then?  Does  Christianity 
forbid  it  ?  I  have  not  said  so.  Such  questions  are  a  part  of 
our  Christian  probation,  which  each  man  must  answer  for  him- 
self. Let  us  grant  that  it  is  an  act  of  magnificent  liberality. 
Let  us  grant,  if  you  please,  that  Christianity  sanctions  and  per- 
vades the  spirit  which  produced  it.  But  now,  as  the  love  of 
family  is  by  no  necessity  of  our  nature  the  love  of  Christ,  so  by 
no  necessity  is  all  this  an  expression,  much  less  a  measure,  of 
Christian  liberality. 

You  will  find  this  same  spirit  exhibiting  itself  in  the  form  of 
a  love  of  country.  Look  at  the  monuments  of  patriotism  scat- 
tered all  over  the  land  —  at  Danvers ;  on  Bunker  Hill;  in 
Union  Square  ;  in  Madison  Square ;  at  the  Monumental  City  ; 
and  at  the  Capital  of  the  nation,  in  that  splendid  memorial 
structure,  dedicated  to  the  fame  of  the  Father  of  his  country, 
built  by  ten  thousand  loving  hands,  representing  every  portion 
and  every  interest  of  our  far  outstretching  territory,  the  symbol 
at  once  of  the  national  greatness,  unity  and  liberality.  Nay, 
more :  look  at  the  national  heart  to-day,  smitten  by  our  coun- 
try's peril,  as  by  the  prophet's  rod,  pouring  forth,  like  wrater,  a 
stream  of  treasure  so  copious  and  so  profuse  as  to  find  no 
parallel  in  the  annals  of  the  world.  Every  city  and  village, 
every  hamlet  and  household,  has  been  eager  to  add  its  offer- 
ings of  love,  to  swell  the  great  stream  of  patriotic  liberality. 
It  is  a  magnificent  and  heart-stirring  spectacle.  Does  Chris- 
tianity rebuke  it  ?  Does  Christianity  even  look  coldly  upon  it  ? 
Heaven  forbid.  But,  my  brethren,  let  us  not  forget,  that  as  the 
love  of  country  is  not  the  love  of  Christ,  so  neither  is  this 
unparalleled  outpouring  of  patriotic  gratitude,  affection,  and 
devotion,  imposing  and  glorious  as  it  is,  to  be  accepted  as  an 
exhibition  of  Christian  munificence.  Grant  that  Christianity 
envelops  it.  Grant  that  Christianity  prompts  and  inspires  it. 
It  is,  nevertheless,  not  Christianity  ;  no  test  and  no  measure  of 
Christian  principle.  Christian  liberality  rises  above  all  this,  and 
puts  itself  in  sympathy  with  that  great  tide  of  universal  mercy, 
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which,  flowing  forth  from  the  throne  of  God  and  the  Lamb, 
encompasses  every  island,  washes  every  shore,  and  proffers  its 
life-giving  waters  to  every  individual  of  the  race.  This,  and 
nothing  short  of  it,  is  pure  Christian  liberality.  It  is  prompted 
by  sympathy  with  Christ,  in  his  love  for  universal  man.  It 
recognizes  Christ  as  the  Saviour  of  universal  man.  It  recog- 
nizes the  kingdom  of  Christ  as  spiritual  and  universal. 
Prompted  by  the  spirit  of  love  to  God,  which  is  the  organ- 
izing principle  of  that  kingdom,  it  can  never  forget  this  one 
great  design  of  it :  —  That  the  world  may  believe  that 
Thou  hast  sent  me.  It  is  an  expression  of  simple  faith  in  the 
promise  of  Christ :  u  Fear  not,  little  flock  ;  for  it  is  the  Father's 
good  pleasure  to  give  you  the  kingdom."  Enveloping  and 
sanctifying  the  loves  and  the  liberalities  of  earth,  Christian 
liberality  forces  the  stream  of  its  bounty  upward,  far,  far  above 
them  all,  and  pours  it  forth  into  the  treasury  of  that  universal 
empire  of  which  it  is  written :  "  The  kingdoms  of  this  world 
are  become  the  kingdoms  of  our  Lord  and  of  his  Christ ;  and 
he  shall  reign  forever  and  ever."  Here  only  does  Christian 
liberality  become  pure,  because  here  only  does  Christian  love 
become  pure.  Unmixed  with  the  loves  and  the  liberalities  of 
earth,  it  exhibits  itself,  like  the  water  of  the  river  of  life,  clear 
as  crystal,  and  flowing,  like  that  blessed  river,  in  unstinted 
bounty,  all  over  the  world. 

Fathers  and  Brethren:  We  are  assembled  this  evening  in 
circumstances  most  solemn  and  momentous.  The  deep,  black 
cloud  of  civil  war  hangs  heavily,  and  as  yet  all  unbroken,  over 
us.  Our  southern  heavens  are  aglow  with  its  ruddy  fires,  and 
our  southern  streams, — alas,  that  it  should  be  no  figure  of 
speech,  —  are  running  red  with  blood,  shed  in  fratricidal 
strife.  We  are  finding,  by  a  most  direful  experience,  the  truth 
of  the  proverb  :  "A  brother  offended  is  harder  to  be  won  than  a 
strong  city  ;  and  their  contentions  are  like  the  bars  of  a  castle." 
It  is  only  too  evident,  that  God  has  a  controversy  with  the 
nation.  He  is  walking  through  the  land  in  the  terribleness 
of  his  indignation,  and  smiting  it  with  the  rod  of  his  anger. 
Multitudes  of  families  are  draped  in  the  weeds  of  mourning, 
and  the  hearts  of  still  other  multitudes  are  failing  them  for  fear, 
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and  for  looking  after  the  things  which  are  just  ready  to  come 
upon  them.  The  whole  fabric  of  our  civil  institutions  is  reel- 
ing, like  a  city  shaken  hy  the  throes  of  an  earthquake.  What 
is  the  cause  of  our  national  troubles?  Is  it  not,  that  we  have 
forgotten  the  simple-hearted  faith  of  our  fathers  ?  Is  it  not, 
that  we  have  been  attempting  to  work  out  a  national  prosper- 
ity, and  to  establish  a  national  character,  without  God  ?  As 
a  nation,  we  have  forgotten  the  great  principles  of  truth  and 
justice,  which  underlie,  and  surround,  and  arm  the  eternal  gov- 
ernment of  God.  As  a  nation,  we  have  been  accounting  gain 
to  be  godliness  ;  and,  as  a  nation,  I  fear,  we  are  destined  to 
fulfill  the  significant  simile  of  the  prophet :  ;:  As  a  partridge 
sitteth  on  eggs  and  hatcheth  them  not,  so  he  that  getteth  riches 
and  not  by  right,  shall  leave  them  in  the  midst  of  his  days, 
and  at  the  end  shall  be  a  fool."  Is  then  our  national  probation 
ended  ?  God  grant  that  it  be  not  so.  But  I  cannot  refrain 
from  the  expression  of  a  deep  conviction,  that  only  one  path  is 
left  us  to  national  salvation.  It  is  the  path  of  Repentance. 
We  must  dethrone  Mammon  from  the  national  heart.  We 
must  enthrone  there  the  God  of  our  fathers. 

But  I  will  not  forget,  I  do  not  forget,  that  we  are  not  a 
political  organization.  We  are  ministers  and  representatives  of 
the  church  of  Jesus,  and  at  so  solemn  a  crisis,  we  must  not 
forget  to  ask  ourselves  and  our  God,  to  what  extent  we,  and 
the  churches  which  we  represent,  are  involved  in  the  guilt  of 
our  country.  To  what  extent  have  ice  been  drinking  at  the 
turbid  fountain  of  those  waters  of  death,  whose  currents  are 
inflaming  and  choking  all  the  channels  of  our  national  life  ? 
Though  not  meeting,  as  a  month  ago  we  expected  to  be 
obliged  to  meet,  with  an  empty  treasury  and  with  an  aug- 
mented debt,  we  meet,  nevertheless,  in  the  midst  of  the  alarms 
and  disasters  of  civil  war.  It  is  surely  no  time  for  self-con- 
gratulation. It  is  no  time  to  reckon  upon  the  exuberance  of 
our  physical  resources,  or  to  dream  of  help  from  the  hand  of 
man.  It  is  a  time  of  rebuke  and  of  chastisement.  It  should 
be  a  time  of  solemn  self-questioning,  on  the  part  of  the  church 
of  God. 

Never,  in  all  the  history  of  the  church,  has  any  member  of 
the  great  family  of  Christ  possessed  so  magnificent  a  theatre  of 
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action,  so  glorious  an  opportunity  to  "  stand  up  for  Jesus,"  as 
the  American  Protestant  church  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
Wealth  has  flowed  in  upon  her  like  a  river.  Her  harvests 
have  waved  over  a  continent,  and  the  white  wings  of  her 
commerce  have  gleamed  upon  every  sea.  How  has  she  met 
her  responsibilities?  Can  she  fail  to  ask  herself,  to-day, 
whether  she  has  not  given  her  earthly  loves  precedence  in 
her  heart  over  the  love  of  God.  Is  it  possible,  at  all,  under 
the  rebuke  of  heaven,  which  is  upon  us,  that  she  can  fail  to 
ask  herself  the  question,  whether  she  has  not  erected  her 
family  love  above  the  love  of  Christ?  —  whether  the  great 
working  law  of  Christianity  has  prompted  or  permitted  her  to 
expend  her  tens  of  thousands  in  the  gratification  of  the  loves, 
the  tastes  and  the  luxuries  of  which  the  family  is  the  centre 
and  the  family  the  circumference,  whilst  she  has  consecrated 
only  her  tens  and  her  twenties  to  the  enlargement  of  the  king- 
dom of  her  Lord  ?  Can  she  fail  to  ask  herself  the  question, 
whether  she  has  not  permitted  her  love  of  country  not  only 
to  take  precedence  of  her  love  of  the  universal  kingdom  of 
Christ,  but  to  seduce  her  into  an  active  participation  in  that 
national  impiety,  that  national  forgetfulness  of  God,  under 
whose  promptings  we  have  dared,  as  a  nation,  to  despise  the 
Statute-book  of  the  Almighty ;  to  bow  down  to  Mammon  as 
our  national  god ;  to  make  void  the  Sabbath,  and  to  neglect 
the  worship  of  the  Most  High ;  to  wink  at  the  corruption  of 
party  demagogues ;  of  legislative  bribery,  injustice  and  wrong 
of  every  name  ;  nay,  more  :  to  assist  in  framing  iniquity  by 
law,  and  to  dream  that  a  holy,  just  and  merciful  God,  would 
fellowship  and  sanction  it  ?  Can  she  fail,  to-day,  to  ask  herself, 
with  her  hand  upon  her  heart,  whether  she  has  not  permitted 
even  her  love  of  the  local  church  to  erect  itself  above  her 
sympathy  with  Christ  in  his  great  design  of  universal  mercy  to 
the  race? — whether  she  has  not  contented  herself  with  walk- 
ing about  those  local  Zions,  in  the  erection  of  whose  goodly 
towers,  and  the  emblazoning  of  whose  stained  and  pictured 
windows,  she  cannot  deny  that  some  feeling,  at  least,  of  earthly 
pride  and  earthly  ostentation  has  mingled,  and  imagined  that 
this  was  Christianity  ?  Can  she  fail  to  ask  herself,  whether, 
even  in  the  worship  of  Christ  himself,  she  has  not   permitted 
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the  groined  arches,  and  the  carved  and  fretted  roofs  of  these 
local  sanctuaries,  to  hide  from  her  view  the  cathedral  dome  of 
heaven  ;  to  shut  out  from  her  gaze  that  universal  concave  of  the 
skies,  whose  arch  of  glory,  studded  with  the  lights  of  God, 
and  instinct  with  those  divine  powers  and  currents  of  mercy 
which  flow  from  his  heart  of  universal  love,  bends  around  the 
globe; — the  true  and  the  only  created  symbol  of  the  quick 
and  all-comprehensive  spirit  of  the  kingdom  of  Christ  ? 

Ah,  my  brethren,  have  we  not  reason  to  fear  that  the  hand 
of  God  is  against  us ;  that  he  has  a  controversy  not  only 
with  the  country,  but  with  the  church  also  ?  God  has  blessed 
her  beyond  any  former  precedent  of  earthly  blessing.  He  gave 
his  American  church  a  goodly  family  of  sons,  and  commanded 
her  to  consecrate  them  to  him.  In  these  local  sanctuaries,  upon 
the  holy  Sabbath,  she  professed,  indeed,  to  give  them  to  Christ. 
In  her  week-day  life,  by  all  the  influence  of  her  example  and 
her  sympathies,  she  in  fact  gave  them  to  Mammon.  Where 
are  they  to-day?  Multitudes  of  them  are  filling  the  bloody 
graves,  which  the  great  idol  of  the  nation  has  dug.  Other 
multitudes,  with  arms  in  their  hands,  are  yet  destined  to  march 
"  into  the  imminent  deadly  breach,"  blazing  with  the  fires  of 
those  terrible  engines,  which  the  spirit  of  Mammon  has  charged 
with  the  fearful  missiles  of  death. 

God  gave  his  American  church  a  goodly  heritage.  He  loaded 
her  garners  and  filled  her  coffers  to  overflowing  with  the  gifts 
and  bounties  of  his  earthly  providences,  and  he  commanded  her 
to  consecrate  her  wealth  to  him.  In  the  solemn  dedication  of 
herself  to  Christ,  upon  the  holy  Sabbath  of  God,  she  professed, 
indeed,  to  do  so.  But  in  her  week-day  life,  she  used  it,  in  fact, 
to  gratify  and  pamper  her  earthly  loves.  Where  is  it  to-day? 
Swept  away,  by  hundreds  of  millions,  it  is  employed  to  aid  in 
crushing  a  wicked  rebellion,  which  her  own  connivance,  sym- 
pathy and  unfaithfulness  have  aided  to  foster.  The  church  of 
God  must  repent.  God  has  a  controversy  with  her.  She  must 
return  to  the  simple  faith  and  the  simple  love  of  her  fathers  and 
her  founders.  It  is  the  only  hope  of  the  country.  It  is  the 
only  hope  of  the  church  herself.  She  must  erect  her  love  for 
Christ  and  for  his  glorious  and  universal  kingdom  above  the 
love  of  Mammon,  above  the  love  of  family,  above  the  love  Or 
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country,  above  even  the  love  of  the  local  church.  Not  that, 
save  only  the  first,  she  is  to  love  these  less  ;  but  she  is  to  love 
them  with  a  better,  truer,  holier  love ;  all  the  more  good,  all 
the  more  true,  all  the  more  holy,  because  the  love  of  Christ's 
universal  kingdom  overrules,  envelops  and  hallows  them  all. 
So  shall  all  the  members  of  this  pure,  self-consecrated  and 
universal  church  of  the  Redeemer,  once  more  secure  the  favor 
of  her  Head.  So  shall  they  find  Christ  in  their  closet,  Christ  in 
their  family  life,  Christ  in  their  business  and  civic  life,  Christ 
in  their  passage  through  the  deep  waters  of  the  river  of  death, 
Christ  in  their  entrance  at  the  gates  of  the  eternal  city  and 
kingdom  of  God  our  Saviour  j 

"HlM   FIRST,    HIM   LAST,    HIM   MIDST,  AND   WITHOUT   END." 
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